POETS HEART TRUCK DRIVERS MOUTH LOVERS HEART 


I WAS JUST A BOY WITH A BIG RIG WHO COULD DRIVE IT LIKE A MAN. 

MY 18 WHEELS WERE ALWAYS TURNING, THINKING ABOUT OUR PLANS 
TO LIVE A HAPPY LIFE TOGETHER, ALL ROSES AND BEER 
WHEN I SAID I DON’T KNOW WHAT TO SAY, 

YOU WOULD SMILE EAR TO EAR 

THEN YOU WOULD PULL THE WORDS RIGHT OUT 

OF A POETS HEART 

AND A TRUCK DRIVERS MOUTH 

3 LONG DAYS ON THE ROAD, HAULING THIS HEAVY LOAD. 

THERE’S NOTHING GOING ON OUTSIDE AND TOO MUCH ON MY MIND. 

I’M DRIVING THROUGH THE CORN FIELDS OF SOME PENSYLVANIA FARM. 
I CAN FEEL YOUR LOVE AND SEE YOUR NAME STILL TATOOD ON MY ARM 
MY MIND GOES WANDERING OFF WHILE MY HANDS ARE ON THE WHEEL 
I CAN SEE MY FINGERS RUNNING THROUGH YOUR HAIR. 

IF ONLY YOU KNEW HOW I FEEL. 

ALL THIS LOVE IS LOCKED INSIDE OF ME. 

I WANNA TELL YOU WHAT ITS ALL ABOUT, 

BUT WHEN EM STANDING RIGHT BEFORE YOU, THE WRONG WORDS COME 
ROLLING OUT 

OF A POETS HEART 

AND A TRUCK DRIVERS MOUTH. 

3 SHORT DAYS AT HOME DIDN’T TURN OUT LIKE I PLANNED. 

I’M FEELING LIKE A BABY AND TALKING LIKE A MAN. 

MY WORDS GO WANDERING OFF FROM WHAT I WANT TO SAY. 

I’M LIKE AN ACTOR WHO FORGETS HIS LINES AND SCARES THE 
CROWD AWAY. 

I CAN ALMOST FEEL THE STEARING WHEEL. AND HEAR THE ROAD KEEP 
CALLING OUT 

THIS LOVE WAS BORN TO RIDE IN A MARRIAGE HEADED SOUTH 

THROUGH A POETS HEART 
AND A TRUCK DRIVERS MOUTH 

ALL BROKEN UP AND SILENT 
ALWAYS DRIVING OUT OF TOWN 

A POETS HEART X2 

A TRUCK DRIVERS MOUTH 



